
! TbeHiftorieof \ 

thereby liueth, is to be no counterfeit, butthc trjie and perfeft 
image of life indeed. The better part of valour is Difcretion : j n 
the which better parr, I haue failed my life. Zounds I am a i card 
o! this gunpowder Percy , though he be dead : howifheeftiouid 
counterfeit to6,snd rile ?by my faith I am afraid hewould prou^ 
tue better counterfeit i therefore lie make him fufe; yea, and H e 
fweare I fle w him. Why may not he rife afweil as ^nothing con. 
futes mee but eyes, and no body fees me : therefore firra, with? 
new wound in your thigh, come you along with me. 


Hst/ikes vp Hotjbur on bu back?. Enter Prince and 
iohn of Lancafier. 

Pstn. Come brother lobn, full brauely haft thou fielht 
Thy may den Sword. 

lobn But foft, who li au e we heere ? 

Did you not tell me this fat man was dead ? 

Prin. I did, I faw him dead, 

Brearhleffe, andbleedingon the ground, Arrjthoualiuc i 
Or is it fantafie that playes vpon our eye- fight ? 
f pretiiee fpeake, we will not tru ft our eyes 
Without our eares, theu art not what thou feem'ft, 

Falf. No that’s certaine , I am not a double man : butifl bee 
r,ot Jacks. Fatflatjfi; then am l a Iacke : there is Percy, ifyourFa- 
fhervviti doe mee any honour, fo : if not, lethnn Hay the next 
V’Tcy hrmldfe : Hooke to be eic^i; Earle or Duke, lean ailure 

prin. Why Percy, Fjflewrny faw thee dead. # 

Diiift thou? Lord, ^orA'Wb^' the world is giuen toiy- 
j n §- ^ S^unt you ■; was dowfeesj . afci out of breath , and fovus 
ne, but wee fofe both at an mHadk.|nd fought a long hourebv 
f w-b&dockc, if 1 may bpMljfo : if not, let them that 
Ifloutd .reward- Valour , b%$c the ftnne vpon their owi.t iiea^s- 


•iiu^m -rewara valour, to 1 

ile take itvpon my death, I gaUehim this wound in the thigh, 
it iheraan Cereahuejandwouiddenyit, Zounds I would make 
. him earn a p^ceofmy Sword. 

lchn> This is the ftrangeli tale that euerl heard. 

• ^' rin ' This is efic ftiangeft fellow, br other lobn. 

Come bring your Utggaoe nobly on y our backe,^ > o 
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Prince The Trumpets found retreat, the day is ours: 

Come Brother, lets to the highefl of the Field, , 

To fee what friends are liuing, who are dead. Exeunt. 

Falf. lie follow, as they fay, for reward; Hethatrewardesme, 
God reward him. If I do grow great,Ilegrowleife?for lie purge, 
andleaue Sacke,and Hue cleanly, as a Nobleman fhould doe. 
Exit, 

FbeT rumpets found, enter the King, Prince of IP ales. Lord 
Iohn of. Lancafter, Earls of. Wefimerlandjvith 
Worcefier andVernon prijoners. 

King Thus euer did Rebellion finderebuke, 

111 fpirited IVorcejler, did notwefend grace. 

Pardon and tearmes ofLoue to all of you? 

And wouldft thou turne our offers contrary, 
Mifufethetenorofthy kinfmans truft? 

Three Knights vpon our party flaineto day, 

A nobleEarle, and many a creature elfe, 

Hadbeenealiue this houre, 

Iflike a Chriftian thou hadft truly borne 
Betwixt our Armies true intelligence. 

Wor. What I haue done,myfafetievrg’dmeto, 

Andlimbrace this fortune patiently. 

Since not to be auoyded, it falls on mee. 

King Beare tVorcefter to the death, and Vernonioo : 
OtherOffenders we will paufe vpon. 

How goes the Field? 

Prince The noble Scot Lord Dowglasyuhen he law 
The fortune of the day turn’d quite from him. 

The noble Po/ryflaine, and all his men, 

Vpon the foot of feare,fled with the reft : 

And falling from a hill, hewasfo bruizd. 

That the purfuerstooke him. At my Tent, 

TheLWWis, and I befeech your Grace, 

Jmay diipofeofhim. 


For my part, if a lie will doe thee grace, 
lie guilds it with the happieft. tearmes I haue. 

A retreat is founded. 




